3z6	THE LAST GENRO
The aged governess said amiably: "Master, it is gratifying to have
you at home with us for a change," as she came into the room.
Saionji was lying on his side, supporting his head with one hand and
leisurely smoking a cigarette. Sallow and listless, Otama sat not far
from him. Her round eyes gazed at the old woman in amazement be-
cause of her friendliness since the early afternoon.
"Huh, sit with us for a moment and be our companion. I have been
busy for many months. The moon is full— The air is calm—"
She beamed from ear to ear at her master's kind words.
"Before I sit down I must go back once more to see if the new
housekeeper, my understudy, is doing things properly."
"Too much hustling may harm your health, I am afraid. You are
growing old," Saionji objected.
"Master, I was never ill and never will be. You, too, are getting
old. You used to smoke strong cigars, and drink much with every
meat" She glanced fondly at him. "You never used to lie down like
that after a meal. It is a pleasure, it is a pleasure to be of service to
you* I'll be as active as always until I shut my eyes for good, my
Master."
"Ha, ha, you don't approve of this idleness, huh?" Looking at Otama
for a second, he continued, smiling: "Sagami always thinks of me as
she did when she first took me into her arms over sixty years ago."
A flush came over her lean face. She expanded her chest—her typical
expression of pride and satisfaction.
They watched the serene figure hobbling off, with both hands
clenched behind her back.
Meditatively Saionji puffed his cigarette smoke towards the ceiling.
He recalled Otama's question before Sagami had interrupted their
conversation.
"Huh, you asked why Genera! Nogi's wife took her life when her
husband did. Some people revere her for her act and others do not.
She was devoted according to the smturai family tradition that in joy
and sorrow, grief and pleasure, the wife is to follow her husband.'*
"She didn't need to die, did she?"
"Huh, I suppose ordinary women, particularly young people, can
hardly comprehend such a high sense of duty, Otama. But every
mother can understand her second motive. You sec, her two sons, both
army officers, were killed in the Russo-Nipponese War. With her
husband gone, she would have had nobody to comfort her last years.
If a mother becomes suddenly childless—"

